KALEIDOSCOPE  ONE

The boy trembled; but she was adamant, and refused
>nm a moment's pause for a protest.

"The baron left this morning and you will write him
a letter to my dictation. , . ."

Again Edgar made as though to speak, and again his
mother went on precipitately:

"Not a word I Sit down. There is a sheet of paper and
a pen. . . "

Edgar looked up at her. He read decision in her hard
eyes. Never had she looked like this. He seated himself
at the table, took up the pen, and bowed his head low
over the paper.

"Date it. Done? Leave a line. Good. Now write,
'Dear Baron von Sterafeldt.' Comma. Leave another
line. A little to the right, begin, CI am sorry to learn
that you have left Semmering,' two m's in Semmering.
Got that? Very well. Continue the sentence, after a
comma, *and that I cannot say good-bye to you person-
ally but only by letter'; hurry up, no need to write as if
you were doing a copy. Full stop. 'Also, I want to ask
your pardon for my unseemly conduct last night. Mother
told you that I am convalescent after a, severe illness and
am easily overwrought. That makes me do things
for which I am very sorry afterwards. . . .* "

The bowed back straightened; Edgar turned round,
defiance blazing up anew.

"That's not true; I won't write . . ."

"Edgar," cried his mother threateningly.

"It's not true. I've done nothing to be sorry for. I've
done nothing naughty for which I need beg anyone's
pardon. All I did was to run to your side when you
called for help."

Her lips blanched; her* nostrils quivered.

"I called for help? You're crazy."

Edgar sprang fiercely to his feet.

"Yes, you did, out* there in the passage, last night,